TO THE WEST RIDING

The familiar nocturnal pageant of the West Riding was
all round us. This is the region of mountaineering
trams ; you see them far away at night, climbing the
hills, like luminous beetles. You will go through mile
after mile of streets, climbing all the time, and then
suddenly arrive at a stretch of open country that seems
nearly as wild and cold as Greenland. From such
heights you look across at hills that are constellated and
twinkling with street lamps. If the towns in the West
Riding were as brilliantly illuminated as Los Angeles,
they would run excursions from London so that people
could see these patterned hills at night. Even as it is,
the spectacle has a never-failing charm. We ran down
from Shelf, which is a place as mysterious to me as it
probably is to you, into the centre of Bradford, then
climbed another hill and reached our destination. I
was back in my old home, and, journey or no journey,
there I intended to stay for the next six or seven days.
Perhaps I should never have included Bradford in
this itinerary. Obviously I cannot visit it in the same
spirit in which I visit the other places. I am not merely
returning to a city I know well, but to my childhood
and youth. I left Bradford in September 1914, and
have never lived in it, only stayed in it, since then. I
have probably got just the wrong amount of knowledge
of it now, being neither a citizen nor a complete stranger.
I had better apologise now for everything that follows
in this chapter. Nevertheless, I am determined to write
it. This record would not be complete if there was not
some such visit as this set down in it. I am not a citizen
of this city, the Bradford of 1933. My Bradford ended
in 1914. This must necessarily be a tale of two cities.
They have much in common, and youthful memory
may seize too eagerly upon what had been brought
from that earlier Bradford ; but I could not ignore the
differences even if I wanted to do so. I have changed,
of course ; but I think the place itself has changed even